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OSCULOMETER 

The  engineering  masterpiece  described 
on  the  opposite  page  is  the  brain  child  of 
Bill  Shearer,  IV  Electrical  whose  amazing 
ability  in  his  chosen  work  has  finally 
impelled  him  to  devise  proof  of  his  abilities. 
Result  the  Osculometer. 


ELECTIONS 

The  next  issue  of  the  Toike  Oike  will 
be  the  Election  Edition.  The  elections 
this  year  are  on  February  27th.  This  is  an 
event  of  utmost  importance  for  Schoolmen 
for  at  that  time  you  will  have  to  decide 
whom  you  wish  to  have  run  your  School 
organizations.  It  is  also  a time  of  some 
frivolity  when  Schoolmen  let  off  a little 
steam  and  show  the  rest  of  the  University 
what  School  Spirit  really  is. 

Contrary  to  its  usual  policy,  "Toike 
Oike  carries  no  advertising,"  this  issue 
will  so  stoop  as  to  take  in  as  many  ads 
as  are  forthcoming.  It  can  be  confidently 
said  that  for  that  one  day,  the  Daily  Star, 
a downtown  competitor,  will  have  to  take 
second  place  for  volume  of  ads. 

Further  information  will  be  posted  on 
the  Flash  Board. 


ATTENTION!  FROSH 

Once  more  the  Hart  House  stage  is  lit, 

For  a bigger,  better  shift  of  wit: 

As  School  of  Science  presents  for  you 
The  Revue  of  nineteen  hundred  and  forty- 
two. 

Dear  Frosh:  This  message  is  for  you, 

To  whom  this  show  is  very  new. 

We  know  you  have  your  fairest  friend, 

We  hope  our  jokes  will  not  offend. 

When  you  go  down  to  see  the  show, 

Just  pick  your  seat  in  any  row. 

The  age  of  chivalry  has  now  long  flown, 

So  let  your  honey  pick  her  own. 

Now,  just  to  put  your  girl  at  ease 
Give  her  hand  a little  squeeze. 

Don’t  let  the  act  of  squeezing  linger, 

Hey!  What  are  you  doing  with  that  finger? 

Now,  before  the  actors  (?)  cut  a caper, 
Read  her  a joke  from  this  paper. 

It  gets  her  mind  at  baser  level — 

That’s  what  you  want,  you  little  devil. 

But  now  the  lights  are  fading  out. 

The  show  begins  with  a ruddy  shout. 

If  the  building  shakes,  please  don’t  yell 
It  is  only  your  girl  laughing  like  [censored] 

The  lights  go  on,  the  show’s  a wow. 

Look, — is  she  embarrassed  now? 

If  you  find  you  can  not  face  her 
Help  yourself  to  another  bracer. 

Hey!  You  can’t  stay  for  the  second  show. 
Sorry  my  friends,  you  will  have  to  go. 
Your  seat  is  taken,  so  please  don’t  lag, 
There’s  a Soph  at  the  door  with  another  bag. 

TURK 


"A  woman  can  make  a fool  out  of  you 
in  ten  minutes. 

' Maybe,  but  think  of  those  ten  min- 
utes/' 


She:  'I’m  Suzette,the  Oriental  dancer." 
He:  "Shake." 


ATTENTION! 

ALL  PERSPIRING  FEMALES 

Are  you  getting  your  share?  Does  he 
rush  away  as  soon  as  he  drops  the  key  in 
the  lock?  Are  you  wondering  how 
potent  his  osculating  powers  are?  Does 
he  ever  come  any  closer  than  a moustache 
length? 

Hear  also  what  Joe  Funk  and  Bill 
Wagnell  say  on  this  pertinent  subject  as 
of  2nd  Edition  1926,  Page  1296: — 
GLOSSARY. 

Osculant — one  who  adheres  closely,- 
embracing  like  caterpillars  and 
other  creeping  animals — e.g.  en- 
gineers. 

To  osculate — to  touch  by  osculation, 
as  two  curves  one  unto  the  other. 
Osculatorium — that  place  where  people 
seek  to  exercise  their  osculatory 
muscles.  E.g.  the  old  man’s  car, 
the  clothes  cupboard,  a telephone 
booth,  some  dark  corner  or  any 
place  you  are  lucky  enough  to  find. 
Osculometer — a scientific  but  painless 
apparatus  designed  by  ardent 
Schoolmen  to  measure  the  intensity 
of  the  doorstep  kiss. 

So  what?  What  has  all  this  to  do  with 
perspiration,  ladies?  Well,  just  this.  On 
the  ground  floor  of  the  Athletic  Wing 
outside  the  Medical  Office  you  will 
find  for  the  first  and  probably  last  time  in 
Canada,  the  Schoolmen’s  osculometer.  It 
is  essentially  simple  in  mode  of  operation 
and  absolutely  free.  So  just  drag  your 
man  across  the  hall  (joke)  and  see  how 
you  stack  up  against  great  lovers  like 
Cleopatra,  Anthony  Adverse,  Romeo, 
Clark  the  Gable,  George  Formby,  Dot 
Lamour,  Rasputin  etc. 

This  is  what  our  critics  say: 

Roly  Young — a 45  bonanza. 

Canon  Sody  says:  "Before  I tell  you  what 
I think  of  this  fine  ....  (sorry  Canon). 
Dot  Dix:  W O W ! ! ! 

Good  Housekeeping  Institute:  We  highly 
endorse  this  fine  engineering  master- 
piece. 

Smithsonian  Institution:  After  exhaustive 

tests  we  were  exhausted. 

[Later  returns  on  Canon  Sody’s  short 
comments  will  be  read  as  they  come  in.] 

AYK 


"SCHOOL  NITE 
INCORPORATED", 

that  organization  for  promoting  bigger  and 
better  and  more  intellectual  entertainment 
is  under  the  Chairmanship  of  J.  M.  Leitch. 
The  Chairman  believes  that  the  finest  pro- 
duction is  not  any  too  good  for  Schoolmen 
at  any  time.  When  asked  for  an  opinion, 
he  merely  said  "Drive  on!"  J.  R.  Gundy, 
his  Vice-Chairman  and  team-mate  echoed 
this  conviction. 

Financially,  the  corporation  should  be 
quite  sound.  That  wizard  at  figures,  J.  N. 
Dickie,  is  keeping  the  stock  book. 

Publicity  for  the  public  is  under  the 
practised  hand  of  W.  Shulman.  The  Editor 
occasionally  takes  time  off  for  such  worthy 
causes  and  bends  his  pen  nib  in  champion- 
ing certain  worth  while  efforts. 

Naturally,  the  Stage  Manager,  one  who 
goes  by  the  name  Keith  Kidd  must  be 
a man  of  guile  and  ingenious  schemes.  A 
slight  miscalculation  on  his  part  might 
result  in  heaving  Hart  House  Tower  high, 
or  perchance,  cause  thousands  of  gallons 
of  "spiritus  frumenti"  to  pour  over  the 
stage  into  the  laps  of  the  audience. 

O.  K.  Smith,  in  charge  of  the  Revue, 
enjoys  the  privilege  of  taking  the  responsi- 
bility for  the  success  or  failure  of  school 
theatrical  talent.  The  gems  of  ability  often 
take  a large  amount  of  polishing  to  bring 
out  their  true,  full  lustre. 

G.  Elliott  is  the  accommodating  accomo- 
dation man,  the  only  one  with  intelligence 
enough  to  really  understand  the  layout 
of  Hart  House. 

E.  E.  Bonham  is  the  personality  who 
looks  after  reception,  a notable  achieve- 
ment. Delegates  are  also  assured  a com- 
plete and  cordial  welcome  by  J.  P.  D. 
Rogers. 

Oh  yes.  Ticket  Sales — Maurice  Ayk- 
royd, the  man  who  simply  enjoys  taking 
that  H.E.M.  (hard-earned  money)  away 
from  you.  "Dollar  for  dollar  value,"  he 
says. 

President  of  the  corporation  is  W.  F. 
Brundrit — this,  naturally,  raises  the  whole 
concern  to  a higher  plane  of  excellence 
and  prestige.  With  every  reason  for 
success,  School  Nite,  1942,  should  be  an 
evening  long  remembered. 


CFTR 


The  1942  School  Nite  Revue 


directed  by 

O.  K.  SMITH 


and  starring 

A CAST  OF  THOUSANDS 

• 

ACT  ONE TWO  BLIND  DATES 

or  “Why  Do  We  Do  This  So  Often?” 

The  Girls PETE  AYKROYD 

DOUG  MARSHALL 

The  Boys FRANK  MILLER 

FRED  DOTY 

The  Plumber PETE  McCRODAN 


ENTRE  ACT . . “FURTHER  DEVELOPMENTS’1 

or  “Donft  They  KnowWhen  to  Quit?” 

ACT  TWO “ANYTHING  GOES” 

Any  similarity  to  any  act  seen  or  heard 
is  silly  and  beyond  all  reason 

The  Chorus JIM  PICKARD,  DOUG  TIDY,  SID  PAIKIN, 

DICK  LESEUER,  BOB  SHEPPARD,  JOCK 
FLEMING,  HAROLD  MACKLIN,  BOB 
THOMSON 

The  Musician MAX  PRITZKER 

"Rum” OSSIE  SMITH 

Salesman DOUG  ALLAN 


ACT  THREE 


THE  BIG  BROADCAST 


"For  one  night  only , * Mother  Murphy's  Meatballs'  " 


Announcer OSSIE  SMITH 

Singers PETE  AYKROYD,  BOB  THOMSON, 

BOB  SHEPPARD 

Master  of  Ceremonies FRANK  MILLER 

Mary DOUG  TIDY 

Fanny  Faker BOB  SCOTT 

Mrs.  Procucious  Undergrowth FRED  DOTY 

The  Mad  Scientist TERRY  LAPP 


School  Nite  Orchestra: 
BOB  CRINGAN  - Bandleader 


Saxaphones BOB  CAVANAGH,  MURRAY  CRAWFORD 

BILL  ANDERSON,  DAN  CAVANAGH 

Trumpets DICK  CAVANAGH,  JACK  O’DRISCOLL, 

BOB  FREELE,  LEN  PAPPLE 

Trombones TOLER  THOMPSON,  JACK  KING 

Piano BILL  KERRIGAN 

Drums HUGH  HALL 

Bass KEN  VAN  WYCK 

Guitar GORD  LAMBERT 


Orchestrations  by  BOB  CRINGAN  and  BILL  KERRIGAN 


Stage  Manager:  KEITH  KIDD 

Stage  Crew:  KEN  BINGHAM,  CLARK  MUIRHEAD,  ART  THOMAS 
JIM  HURLEY,  HARRISON  TOWNSEND 

Lighting:  BILL  SHEARER,  AL  ROSENTHAL 


KORN 


PREPAREDNESS 

The  Play  of  the  Month 

The  Scene:  On  country  road.  Youth 

and  fair  maiden  in  car.  Car  falters  and 
then  stops. 

Youth:  "Out  of  gas,  by  cracky!" 

Fair  maiden  produces  flask  from  some- 
where. 

Youth:  (In  a highly  receptive  tone) 

"Ah,  ha!  What’s  in  that  flask?" 

Fair  Maiden:  "Gasoline." 

(Curtain) 

His  bagpipe  playing  was  the  chief  thing 
that  mattered  to  him  in  life.  One  night, 
while  he  was  strutting  around  the  room, 
skirling  for  all  he  was  worth,  his  wife 
attempted  a mild  protest. 

"Jock,"  she  said,  "that’s  an  awful  noise 
you’re  making." 

So  Jock  sat  down  and  took  off  his  boots. 


Notes  left  in  milk  bottles  sometimes 
contain  surprising  information.  Take,  for 
instance,  this  one,  scrawled  in  a masculine 
hand  and  left  for  a milkman:  "Please  do 
not  leave  any  milk  for  about  ten  days, 
and  then  start  leaving  eight  or  nine  quarts 
a day — or  whatever  a baby  needs." 


"You  ought  to  feel  highly  honoured, 
young  man,"  said  the  big  business  man  to 
the  life  insurance  agent.  "Do  you  know 
that  to-day  I have  refused  to  see  seven 
insurance  men? 

"I  know,"  replied  the  agent,  "I’m  them." 


Patient:  Can  you  cure  me  of  snoring?  I 
snore  so  loud  that  I waken  myself. 

Doc:  Well,  in  that  case,  I would  cer- 
tainly advise  you  to  sleep  in  another  room. 


Her  hat  was  on  one  side,  her  clothes 
rumpled,  and  her  shoes  were  in  shreds. 

"Were  you  knocked  down  by  a 
motorist?"  asked  a sympathetic  by- 
stander. 

"No,  picked  up  by  one,"  she  snapped. 


The  art  of  drinking  it  to  know  when  to 
treat  and  when  to  retreat. 


WILLING,  BUT  - - ! 

She  stood  at  the  altar, 

So  young  and  so  fair, 

The  bridal  veil  misting 
Her  shining  red  hair. 

The  man  at  her  side 
His  snowy  head  bared. 

Kept  clicking  his  uppers, 
Looking  worried  and  scared. 
The  preacher  maintained 
A devout  attitude 
As  he  started  to  speak 
In  accents  subdued; 

He  turned  to  the  bride 
And  then  to  the  groom, 
And  his  sonorous  voice 
Pervaded  the  room. 

He  read  from  the  book 
The  gist  of  the  vow, 

And  a cloud  overspread 
The  groom’s  wrinkled  brow,- 
The  girl  said  "I  will!" 

With  a flash  in  her  eye; 

The  man  scratched  his  head 
And  faltered  "I’ll  try!" 


He:  What  would  I have  to  give  you 
for  just  one  little  kiss? 

She;  Chloroform. 


Night  Club:  A place  where  the  tables 
are  reserved  and  the  guests  aren’t. 


She:  Can  you  drive  with  one  arm? 
He:  Sure. 

She:  Okay,  have  an  apple. 


He:  Where  did  you  learn  to  kiss  like 
that? 

She:  From  eating  spaghetti. 


Student:  I don’t  think  I deserve  a zero. 
Instructor:  Neither  do  I,  but  it’s  the 

lowest  mark  I’m  allowed  to  give. 


"Where  d’ya  get  the  black  eye, 
sergeant?" 

"In  the  war." 

"What  war?" 

"The  boudoir." 


KORN 


THE  SCIENTIST’S  CREED 

Fools  may  sing  of  hearts  and  love, 

And  eyes  and  cheeks  and  hair, 

Write  sonnets  to  a woman’s  glove, 

And  swear  her  wondrous  fair. 

Bah!  She's  an  artificial  thing 
All  powder,  paint  and  lipstick, 

But  harken  to  the  song  I sing — 

All  hail  my  love,  the  slipstick. 

Women  are  babbling  all  the  time 
Of  dates  and  drinks  and  dresses, 

Which  wouldn’t  help  at  all  when  I’m 
Computing  torques  and  stresses. 

It  conquers  without  fear  or  doubt 
Whole  hosts  of  sines  and  surds 
And  helps  me  work  in  peace  without 
An  avalanche  of  words. 

Slide  rules  are  always  accurate, 

And  women  never  so,- 

And  while  they’re  not  affectionate 

They  never  answer  “NO!” 

So,  hence,  with  women’s  wanton  ways, 
With  eyebrows,  lips  and  curls, 

My  little  duplex,  polyphase, 

Is  worth  a dozen  girls. 


Skeptic  Miss:  Can  this  coat  be  worn 

out  in  the  rain  without  hurting  it? 

Fur  Salesman:  Lady,  did  you  ever  see 
a skunk  carrying  an  umbrella? 


Sonny:  Ma  says  she  could  have  soled 
her  shoes  with  this  steak  I brought  back. 
Butcher  (sarcastically):  Why  didn't  she? 
Sonny:  Because  she  couldn't  get  the 

nails  through  it. 


Father:  I never  kissed  a girl  until  I met 
your  mother.  Will  you  be  able  to  say 
the  same  to  your  son  when  you  become  a 
married  man? 

Son:  Not  with  such  a straight  face  as 

you  can,  father. 


The  co-ed  said  her  car  couldn’t  skid, 
This  monument  showed 
That  it  could 
And  it  did. 


Methuselah  ate  what  he  found  on  his  plate 
And  never  as  people  do  now 
Did  he  note  the  amount  of  the  calorie  count 
He  ate  it  because  it  was  chow. 

He  wasn’t  disturbed,  as  at  dinner  he  sat 
Destroying  a roast  or  a pie, 

To  think  it  was  lacking  in  lime  or  in  fat 
Or  a couple  of  Vitamins  shy. 

He  cheerfully  chewed  every  specie  of  food 
Untroubled  by  worries  or  fears 
Lest  his  health  might  be  hurt  by  some  fancy 
dessert — 

And  he  lived  over  900  years! 


At  the  last  home  talent  golf  tournament, 
the  Club  secretary  caught  one  of  the 
entrants  driving  off  about  a foot  in  front 
of  the  teeing  mark. 

“Here!”  he  cried  indignantly,  “you 
can’t  do  that.  You’re  disqualified.” 

“What  for?”  demanded  the  golfer. 

“Why,  you’re  driving  off  in  front  of  the 
mark." 

The  player  looked  at  the  secretary  with 
pity. 

“G’wan  back  to  the  clubhouse,"  he 
said  tersely,  “I'm  playin’  my  third  stroke!" 


“This  is  the  final  test  of  a gentleman,” 
declares  William  Lyon  Phelps,  “ — his 
respect  for  those  who  can  be  of  no 
possible  service  to  him.” 


You  can  not  prevent  the  birds  of  sorrow 
from  flying  over  your  head,  but  you  can 
prevent  them  from  building  a nest  in  your 
hair. — Chinese  Proverb. 


Patrons  of  a restaurant  noticed  tacked 
on  a wall  a sheet  of  paper  on  which  was 
printed  in  bold  characters:  “The  umbrella 
in  the  stand  below  belongs  to  the  champion 
heavy-weight  fighter  of  the  world.  He  is 
coming  right  back.” 

Five  minutes  later,  umbrella  and  paper 
had  disappeared.  In  their  place  was 
another  notice.  “Umbrella  is  now  in  the 
possession  of  the  champion  marathon 
runner  of  the  world.  He  is  not  coming 
back.” 


PATRONS  AND  PATRONESSES 


PRESIDENT  AND  MRS.  H.  J.  CODY 
DEAN  AND  MRS.  C.  R.  YOUNG 
PROFESSOR  AND  MRS.  R.  W.  ANGUS 
PROFESSOR  AND  MRS.  J.  W.  BAIN 
PROFESSOR  AND  MRS.  K.  B.  JACKSON 
PROFESSOR  AND  MRS.  G.  B.  LANGFORD 
PROFESSOR  AND  MRS.  W.  M.  TREADGOLD 
LIEUT-COLONEL  AND  MRS.  H.  H.  MADILL 
LIEUT.-COLONEL  AND  MRS.  W.  S.  WILSON 
PROFESSOR  AND  MRS.  W.  J.  T.  WRIGHT 


COMMITTEE 


J.  M.  LEITCH 
J.  R.  GUNDY 

J.  N.  DICKIE 
W.  SHULMAN 

K.  KIDD 


O.  K.  SMITH 
G.  ELLIOTT 


E.  E.  BONHAM 
J.  P.  D.  ROGERS 
M.  J.  AYKROYD 


W.  F.  BRUNDRIT 


